V
DEATH DOES ITS BEST

THE August day is long and sultry. The true
nature of such a day is best apprehended on a
fifteen-mile heath that lies between two parishes
and is pierced by a winding road known since
time immemorial as the North Road.

On this road generation after generation of
solitary travellers have felt the terror of the
wilderness stir faintly in their blood; driving
home from town in their carts, with befogged
glance turned inwards, they have, as one long
mile succeeded another, gazed critically at their
own childish fundamental selves stripped naked
by alcohol, reviewed their past and planned
their future, and ultimately, as the first village
came into view, roared their relief. In the middle
stretches of the heath even the smallest rises have
names well known three parishes away, so often
have they enabled travellers to estimate the
distance they have covered, so often, driving up
them at a walk, have men paused in their thoughts
to wonder how matters are at home and grown
secretly humble under the weight of the great
unknown. On each side of the road spreads a
pine forest of unchanging height and appearance;
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